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Kisses 


Author's Notes: 
Another older piece | had stored away on my computer. Just some short musing. | only own the story. 


There were occasionally sleepless nights in Izzy's life in which memories of a certain kind flooded his mind like 


rain in England. 


Their first kiss was sloppy and unexpected. They had been partying after a good gig, and Duff was nearing 
blackout. As Izzy had put him to bed, Duff had pulled him down for a drunken kiss goodnight. The next morning 
brought on teasing from bandmates, shame, and a secret make out session in the bathroom. It was followed by 
quiet confessions of long-harbored desires.. 


Their next few kisses were exploratory. They took it slow, in the secret haven of night, feeling each other out 
and refusing to succumb to impatience. It was well worth it. Izzy found a special comfort in just being able to 


relax and be himself. Neither of them took the lead. Neither had expectations... 


Their kisses grew feverish one night, after stumbling home from the bar. Duff's tongue was quite skilled, 


despite the large quantity of vodka coursing through his veins. Izzy, still under the seductive power of the 
dragon he'd chased earlier with Slash, let the blonde dominate him. It was frantic and exciting, and ended up 
much further than either had intended. However, the next morning was just as enjoyable... 


Their kisses evolved into a secret language. Each knew what the other was saying with only a touch of the lips. 
It was a deep connection, and Izzy grew quite comfortable with it. They shared them on stage, behind their 
rigs, or even sometimes just behind the mike they shared (provided the spotlight was on Axl). They sometimes 
snuck off by themselves for extended silent conversations. When they couldn't, they made do with brief 


encounters... 


Their kisses grew sparse once Izzy got clean. Duff understood and never held it against Izzy when the brunette 
vanished from LA. with next to no notice. Or so he said. Izzy sometimes got the odd voice message from the 
blonde, full of drunken slurring and sobbing. It broke his heart to hear the angry and bitter words, so he 


erased them before he could hear the younger man beg for just one last kiss... 


Their last kiss was the one that will always haunt Izzy. Duff had made it a point to sober up for the evening. 
They shared a private meal before retiring to Izzy's hotel room to talk. Izzy tried to explain his reasons, but 
the bassist cut him off with a long, sensual kiss that allowed both to say what they needed to say. It was the 
saddest kiss Izzy was ever to know, because Duff walked out immediately afterward, slamming the door in lieu 


of saying goodbye... 


Izzy hated these occasional sleepless nights. The memories always spilled over and flooded his face like the rain 


in England. 


